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October 10, 2011 


“Grain alcohol, huh? Surprised they just sell this shit like that.” 


Justin was at home, sitting on the floor with a wide variety of articles in front of him; 
none of them having a necessarily positive connotation to them. It didn’t take a 
genius to tell what it was his shadow had in mind when he told Justin to get a hold 
of all the objects currently in his possession. Quite frankly, Justin wasn’t sure he 
liked the implications; what his shadow clearly had in mind for... for whoever. The 
shadow smirked from within Justin’s reflection in the mirror, smiling at the 
assortment of tools laid out in front of Justin’s feet. It was dark, the middle of the 
night; which meant it was time to put his plan into fruition. He chuckled a bit as 
Justin’s eyes ran over the tools of destruction that had been spread out in front of 
him, anger, yet doubt in his eyes. What he was looking at, he knew was wrong in 
every regard; no matter how much he hated these people... Yet he couldn’t seem to 
pull himself away from it. 


“1 don’t think I need to explain to you how you’re supposed to make one 
of these.” The shadow chuckled, his thousand golden eyes still staring down from 
the cracked mirror. Truth be told, Justin DIDN’T know how the hell to make one of 
those; and that was probably a good thing in retrospect. It meant he still had some 
degree of sanity. Like, do you just sort of jam the rag into the neck of the bottle, or 
what? Justin’s eyes squinted as he picked up the bottle of grain alcohol, examining 
it as thoroughly as possible. That was about as close to pure liquor as you were 
gonna get off the black market; at least in Inaba anyway. No doubt it was 
flammable. Justin wasn’t sure how flammable the rag would be; but hey. It was a 
rag; it HAD to burn. He sighed as he slowly placed the bottle back down in an 
upright position to his side, eyeing it out of the corner of his iris. 


“...1 don’t know about this; is this really such a good idea?” Justin questioned, 
pushing the bottle away from him, as if he didn’t trust himself enough to even be 
within a certain radius of the bottle. It was a dumb question in retrospect; of course 
it wasn’t a good idea. Let’s forget for a moment what a Molotov was used for and 
just look at the person who was suggesting it. Justin’s shadow should never be 
referred to for good ideas ever. The shadow needless to say, was a little less than 
pleased by Justin’s reluctance to follow through with his orders. He was the one in 
control here; not Justin, not ever. Who did this puny human think he was disobeying 
HIM. 


“What? Don’t tell me you’re having second thoughts. After all they did to 
you, and you’re just going to let them get away with it!? Pick up the 
fucking bottle.” The shadow sneered at Justin, this time making his orders 


absolutely clear. He wouldn’t be second guessed again. Justin stared at the 
reflection with curiosity, mouth slightly a gap, then back to the bottle at his side. He 
didn’t know what the hell had gotten into him; it was pretty damn clear that his 
shadow wanted no more than to control him. He didn’t give the slightest damn 
about Justin; he never did. He was just ashamed that in all his anger he had lost 
sight of that; let himself fall into the enemy’s trap. 


“...No. No, | don’t want to do this. I’m done.” Justin remarked, groaning as he slowly 
prepped himself to get up from the floor, to turn the reflection around and ignore 
the shadow like he should from the very beginning. Of course, pissing off Justin’s 
shadow was probably not a good idea ever knowing just how malicious a being he 
could be. Justin just never thought his reflection would ever pose a threat to him. 
After all, how often did your image in the mirror try to strangle you? 


“| said, PICK UP THE GOD DAMN BOTTLE!” The shadow’s voice screeched 
through the bedroom, the image in the mirror’s hand extending outwards. Within a 
split moment, before Justin could even understand what was going on, his hand 
darted out to grab a hold of the bottle of booze. His mouth slowly opened with 
horror, eyes shooting open with terror as his hand acted on its own. He had no 
control over his body as the shadow ordered him to grab a hold of the glass object, 
as he ordered him to do his will. His eyes slowly made their way to the mirror, 
glaring, but trembling at the same time. “Good... Now... Pop it open.” 


“Fuck. You.” Justin shouted back. He had fallen into a trap and he was very well 
aware of it now; he wouldn't play into the shadow’s games anymore, he wouldn’t be 
controlled. Alas, the thing Justin had failed to realize was he was never in control to 
begin with. The shadow glared back, annoyed by the resistence. Why fight what 
could not be avoided? Justin had already lost the war; struggling would only cause 
the knife to dig in deeper. He could play along and maybe his shadow would have 
pity on him in his reign in blood; or he could fight it, and have his head squashed 
just like an ant. 


“Why do you all have to resist so much? | am trying deliver onto you 
salvation, and yet you continue to struggle... You won’t accept it will 
you?” The shadow glare seemed to intensify on Justin as he felt his body stiffen up, 
as he felt his muscles tighten in place. He tried to fight the hand of god that seemed 
to grip him in place, but no matter how hard he tried to suppress his shadow; it was 
too late. He had given his shadow enough rope for him to tug Justin into the abyss 
with him. And now there was no climbing back out. 


“Fine. I’m assuming direct control.” 


“And here... we... go...” 


The shadow stood outside the Shirogane residence, peering at the house from a 
distance, bottle of grain liquor in his hands as he examined the establishment that 
would soon light up the night sky like a firecracker. How deliciously ironic. The 
shadow smirked pacing around on a grassy patch in the midnight sky, the grass 
seeming to darken beneath his boots, as if withering and dying as he stepped on 
the plant life. He slowly uncapped the bottle of grain alcohol, before pressing the 
bottle to his lips to take a quick swig of the stuff, wetting his lips and destroying his 
liver. He almost immediately spat it back out. 


“Tastes like shit. This is why | stick with mixed drinks.” The shadow shot his 
tongue out, trying to wipe the taste off of his teeth. He should have known that pure 
alcohol would be awful in retrospect, but hey; it wasn’t like he needed his liver for 
anything like that. He spat a couple of times to get the flavor out of his mouth 
before slowly approaching the house, jamming that rag from earlier into the neck of 
the bottle. As he slowly made his way up to the front door of the establishment, he 
shuffled around in his pocket before snapping out his lighter, staring with a 
mischievous glee at the fire dancing in the wind, lighting up the otherwise pitch 
black night. 


“Come on baby, light my fire.” The shadow remarked to himself, chuckling bit 
as he slowly went to light up the rag sticking in the glass bottle he held in his hand. 
At least, he had until he was caught off guard by a trickling sensation bouncing off 
his skull. He groaned a bit as he held his hand to the sky, feeling for the raindrops 
that were falling from the clouds above. It wasn’t raining hard, at least not yet, but 
it certainly wasn’t ideal conditions for setting someone’s house ablaze. “Mother 
nature, you bitch.” 

The shadow groaned before flipping the lighter back open, quickly setting the rag 
alight before the rain could put out the flame. The shadow whistled as he slowly 
stepped towards the house, a slight bounce to his step as he waved the bottle in his 
hand around, the fire lighting up circles in the sky. 


“Raindrops keep fallin’ on my head. But that doesn't mean my eyes will 
soon be turnin’ red. Cryin's not for me, 'cause I'm never gonna stop the 
rain by complainin'. Because I'm free. Nothin's worryin' me.” The shadow 
hum and sang to himself in the rain as he finally came to a stop, twirling the bottle 
around in his hand one last time, tossing it in the air before catching it at the its 
base. A whole lot of showing off for no one around. Perhaps it was just him getting 
cocky and full of himself, backing in the sunshine of his pride. Or the rain in this 
case apparently. The shadow chuckled about, smirking at the Shirogane residence 
for a brief moment before pulling back on his arm, ready to toss the bottle through 
a window and fry those fuckers alive. 


But he didn’t. Just as he was about to toss the bottle, as he swung his arm forward, 
his motion was cut short, bottle still in his grasp. One would like to think that it was 
the shadow suddenly growing a conscious or Justin breaking through the spell he 


had been put under... Nothing like that though. He had been stopped dead in his 
tracks by someone grabbing at his wrist. Yu to be more precise. Maya was with him 
from the looks of it; seemed she had noticed Justin sneaking out of the house with 
some rather suspicious tools of destruction. The shadow couldn’t help but chuckle 
as Yu held him back from tossing the bottle, rag still burning ever closer to the 
liquor it held. It wouldn’t be long before it burst into flames anyway. 


“Put it down.” Yu remarked sternly to the shadow as he stood there smirking, rolling 
his eyes a bit as Yu held onto him for dear life, to prevent him from burning 
everyone in that building to a smoking crisp. The shadow was very clearly amused 
by this intervention... Justin couldn’t say he wasn’t either. See, even haven lost 
control of his body, he was very well aware what was going on from his chamber in 
the shadow’s skull, watching with horror as the shadow tried to commit double 
homicide arson. What was so amusing wasn’t that Yu and Maya had followed him 
here. It was that they had followed him here to protect Naoto. They should have; 
but it still pissed Justin off. Naoto was like a god in their eyes, despite all she had 
done to tear up their group. The shadow’s eyes darted about his surroundings, 
examining everyone around him. Yu had this stern expression on his face, pure 
anger running through him as he tried to hold Justin down. Maya... Maya was 
trembling ever so slightly, her eyes focused on the Molotov in Justin’s hand. It was 
happening all over again as far as she was concerned; and it was all her fault again. 
Perhaps that was why she was standing a good distance away from the two, as if 
afraid to get close to the maniac warring with Yu right now. 


“Poor choice in words.” The shadow eventually remarked, turning his eyes 
back to the building in front of him. Yu was a little confused at first, but it became 
immediately clear what was going on when the Shadow let go of his grip on the 
bottle. He didn’t put it down; he fucking dropped a fragile glass bottle full of liquor 
with a flaming fuse sticking out of it. Yu was quick to back away as quickly as he 
could to avoid the sudden explosion of fire. His shoe managed to catch aflame, but 
otherwise he was alright. Yu turned his attention down to his foot for only a brief 
moment to try and put the fire out; but that was all that was needed for the shadow 
to get the drop on him, making a swift grab at the revolver along his waistline and 
aiming it straight at Yu. Yu thankfully enough was quick enough to avoid getting 
shot in the face, swiftly thrusting his flaming foot up to knock the gun out of the 
shadow’s hand; though not before a shot was fired off in the air. The gun went 
Spiraling in to the air, and while the shadow had tried to grab at it, Yu was quick to 
charge into him, knocking him off-balance, and more importantly away from the 
now spreading fire. It was a low flame thanks to the rain, but it was still spreading 
all the same. The gun subsequently fell straight into the blazing flames. 


“Snap the fuck out of it!” Yu shouted, thrusting his fist forward as he tried to punch 
the shadow right in his face, though he was quick to shift his head to avoid the 
blow, a smirk on his face as he quickly countered by kneeing Yu in the stomach. Yu 
needless to say very quickly backed up, holding his gut in pain. He damn near 


stepped into the fire in the process, though he was quick to sidestep away from it to 
avoid the danger of being set ablaze. He was also sure to kick his shoe off at the 
shadow so that he could get that flaming show off his foot, while also posing a 
threat to the shadow. The shadow very quickly avoided the shoe, though he wasn’t 
quite as quick to avoid Yu’s fist. He hit hard too; like a motherfucker. The shadow 
stumbled for a moment, caught off guard by the blow, but that was more than 
enough for Yu to follow it up with another punch. And another. And another. It was 
like a never-ending stunlock the shadow couldn’t escape from. 


Maya just kept her distance the whole time, watching with horror as the two duked 
it out. It was clear to both her and Yu that the shadow had taken over just by his 
eyes. Strangely, they weren’t that normal golden color they were, they were still 
blue, but... But it was like little golden veins flowed through out the entirety of his 
iris. Like the two personalities were beginning to merge in a way, yet remain 
completely separate at the same time. Justin was trying his hardest to fight the 
shadow’s attempts to control him; and while he wasn’t really succeeding in that 
regard, he refused to relinquish control of his mind. 


Yu continued to throw punch after punch at the shadow, hoping to knock the beast 
down, only to find the shadow continue to endure his punches, as if he just wouldn’t 
go down. And with each punch the shadow only seemed to get angrier and angrier. 
And angry is just what you need sometimes to let out all your energy in a single 
blow, to overpower your opponent. As Yu prepared to take another swing at the 
shadow, the shadow threw himself upon Yu, tackling him to the ground and 
punching him in the face. Yu immediately grasped his head where the shadow’s fist 
had broke through his skin. He was stunned for only a brief moment, and in that 
brief moment it almost seemed as if the shadow was done, just breathing in and out 
heavily as if satisfied with having knocked Yu to the ground. Of course, the shadow 
strove for nothing less than blood retribution, so it didn’t really surprise Yu when the 
shadow popped out a switch blade from his back pocket and tried to push it against 
Yu’s throat. Yu, needless to say was very quick to try and resist, to push his hand 
away before he could carve his way through Yu’s neck. 


“You all mocked me. You all turned against me... But look whose on top 
now! Oh yes, I’m going to enjoy sticking this right through your bloody 
neck you traitor!” The voice echoed through Yu’s ear as he continued to try and 
push the shadow and his weapon off of him. It was a losing battle with his blade 
getting closer and closer with every push the shadow made. It got to a point where 
u had twisted his head to the side, suspecting getting his throat cut from that angle 
wouldn’t be quite as deadly. His eyes widened slightly as he saw Maya watching 
with horror from a distance, not sure how to react to all of this. He was very quick to 
mouth off a plea for help, but even then Maya was still much too traumatized to be 
snapped out of her daze, of the horrors of that fire spreading freezing her in place. 


“We never turned against you Justin; even after you left, you want to know why we 
kept trying to get you back with the group? Because you’re our friend; because we 
refused to abandon you. Look at yourself Justin! No one’s pushing you away but 
yourself!” Yu tried to reason with Justin as the blade inched slowly and slowly more 
and more close to his adam’s apple; the power of a shadow’s hive mind giving him 
the strength to overcome Yu's resistance. The shadow snarled a bit, no longer 
finding amusement in the way Yu continued to taunt him, to fight him despite 
having lost already. 


“Oh sure you say that now; but the moment | walk away you’ll just stab 
me in the back again. You people are all the same. You get what you want 
and throw everyone away when you’re done with them. I hate you all. All 
of you. I hate her. | hate Naoto. But most importantly, | hate YOU. There is 
no one I hate more than you. You’re a two-bit liar; you just pretend to care 
for your own benefit. I hate, hate, hate you.” The shadow muttered over and 
over again, repeating the same thing as if he were broken record. As | his mind had 
just snapped in two. 


“When's the last time you looked in a mirror Justin? Leaving the team just because 
of Naoto, leaving us to fight the shadows by ourselves. Ignoring all your friends. 
Trying to fucking murder Naoto in her sleep? You are becoming the thing you hate 
most.” 


“| WAS ALWAYS THE THING I HATE MOST!” The shadow shouted, a single tear 
beginning to roll down his eye. It was hard to tell with the rain, but it was clear that 
his emotional limit had been reached. And for just a moment, the shadow’s 
attempts to push the blade into Yu’s throat softened, allowing Yu to push the 
shadow further away from him. He passed off another silent plea to Maya who stood 
their trembling,tears filling her eyes as she tried not to look. She couldn’t watch 
Justin go down this path way; to watch her friends warring against each other for 
blood... She... She didn’t know who to side with. She couldn’t choose. 


“Then let go.” Yu pushed back the blade, slowly pushing it back toward’s the 
shadow’s throat. He had no intention of using the blade against Justin, but if it went 
too far... If the shadow tried anything funny... He was going to need to take him 
down one way or another. “Let go of the hate and wake up.” 


“Wake up? This world isn’t a dream. It’s a goddamn nightmare.” 


